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Lavender kisses
on eyelids and high cheekbones. 
Spring light glitters golden and warm 
through half-closed blinds.
I can hear her songbird melodies 
echoing in the redwood grove –
I dance and dip, failing to catch her butterfly blues.
This spring, I find lavender leaves 
tangled in the sheets 
of my bed
and in the strands 
of my hair, 
making its way to my roots.
It’s still February – two weeks 
since I entered the final stage 
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of my formative 
teenage years.
Spring, however, came early.
I’m not sure 
who to blame – either 
the groundhog’s shadow
or her inevitable bloom.
Regardless of fault, 
I am grateful for the end of my internal winter –
ice doesn’t belong between 
broken ribs and smoked-filled lungs.
Did you know that lavender leaves heal broken hearts?
She is the prettiest flower I’ve ever picked. 
98
Her favorite color is purple.
Five years old, playground scrapes, and lost ribbons –
we mixed red blood and blue tears with our fingertips.
On rainy days, we would finger-paint at recess. 
This is what it means to bruise.
We are taught from a young age to think of feelings as colors.
Purple has always been such a painful hue.
I bruise too easily.
Did you know that lavender leaves 
heal broken hearts?
Never before had I looked at purple 
and smiled until I met her.
I.
We are in orbit,
hardly concentric circles, 
looking for ways to stay anchored
to one another
from across the void.
Do you miss me? I ask.
Do you think of me? 
Do you still remember how to pick out my light
from all the others?
I think of you, sometimes more than I ought to 
and sometimes less. 
It’s ironically difficult to find a balance, 
considering that you’re 
my gravity.
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